130                 To Sir Horace Mann                [1764

My heart is full, and yet I will say no more. My best
loves to all your opulent family. Who says virtue is not
rewarded in this world ? It is rewarded by virtue, and it is
persecuted by the bad. Can greater honour be paid to it ?

Yours ever,

HOE. WALPOLE.

988.   To SIE HOEACE MANN.

Strawberry Hill, Oct. 21, 1764.

IN your letter of September 22nd, which I received but
yesterday, you make excuses, my dear Sir, for your silence;
but in good truth I fear I am not less culpable on that head.
I have for many years pleaded summer and the country;
you must add to the account now, that I am not only in
the country, but in the minority; and you may be sure
folks that are disposed to blame are not told anything that
can be kept from them. London, whither I stroll now and
then, is a desert. As the Parliament is not to meet till
after Christmas, both armies remain in summer quarters.
We, i. e. the offensive army, have lost one of our generals,
the Duke of Devonshire. He has left General Con way five
thousand pounds, which at least was not got out of the
plunder. The Duke of Cumberland was reported dead three
weeks ago, and the enemy still insist upon his dying; but
he has escaped marvellously, by the help of St. Antony's
fire, and though they have a good deal of luck, yet not
having the Czarina's luck, I think for this time they will
be disappointed. You see how frankly I write to hostile
quarters, and even by the foe's couriers^ but you know, no
situation can alter my affection to you, and as usual, I am
most indifferent who opens my letters.

I do not wonder you have thought me in France; I have
been going and going like an auctioneer's hammer; but I  of Devonshire.   During  his     there.    Walpole,
